The Banjo Player 


Author: monitesn 

Bands: Aerosmith, Led Zeppelin 

Characters: Joe Perry, Steven Tyler, Peter Grant, Robert Plant 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Wed Mar 25 2015 12:43:08 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
"Does the noise in my head bother you?" Steven Tyler really published an autobiography titled this way. ) 


But, of course, there was not a word about Patti in there.. 


Anyway, please read and leave your comment :) 


Back in 198l, there was one hot bird, about whom Joe went crazy. He fell in love just like a snot. 


One day after his concert with Joe Perry Project, the entire band was sitting in the dressing room, frying, 
with me as a guest, when the manager came to us and said that some bird would like to see Joe. He said, that 
she was not bad. Nobody felt surprised, it wasn't a first situation like that. Joe nodded his head that she may 


come in. We took one or two more snorts and then she entered. 


She was not too big, not too small, of average height, dark wavy hair, black mascara and boobs. 
Man, she had great boobs! Not in the size of volleyball balls, but with her fairly small stature, those lovely 


sisters were really nicely visible, even if she did nothing to show them off. 


| consider myself a connoisseur of the boobs. 

So, | began to say something to her, fooling around a bit, trying to draw her attention on me and nothing. As if 
she couldn't hear me. 

She was only looking at me with those dark eyes and waiting until I'm done. Well, | shut myself finally. 

Then, we heard her saying as a real limey, with fucking great English accent, from which | felt my knees 
soften, that her name was Patricia and she would like to invite us to a concert of her band. And that she 
hopes that we will have a good time there. 

| thought it was brave, to come to the lion's cave, and as if nothing said something like that. | was so curious 
that my fried brain immediately told me to agree. | did this on behalf of myself and Joe, who was sitting there 
and staring at her with that inscrutable expression on his face. 

"Have we ever met before?" He asked finally. 

"No, certainly not. | would remember", said the girl and looking at him with those shiny eyes. 

"And you singing there, darling, in your band?" | asked, because it seemed natural to me. And she said: 

"No, I'm a banjo player. I'm very happy that you'll come to see us, thank you." 

And that's it. She turned on her heel and left. | was stunned, because | couldn't tell if she was serious, or she 
took a piss out of me. Joe pulled himself together and jumped to his feet. Slightly staggered and ran after her 
into the hallway. Didn't get her, she already disappeared. He wouldn't say why he ran out so suddenly, but he 
muttered that she reminded him someone. 


Well, when the day came, we went to that student's club. 


It was packed with people, smelling of beer and weed, everyone was talking, glass was ringing.. Well, a fairy tale! 
There was a small stage with drum set standing on it, a pretty nice set, | must say. 


We ordered something, the concert was about to begin in a few minutes. And then they entered. A few skinny 
guys, Typical students, and her. 


Dressed in black, from head to toes, like a fucking Ritchie Blackmore, hair covering her face. Yellow Gibson 
hanging low, because our little bird had rather long hands, guitar's neck aimed to the right, because our banjo 


player turned out to be left-handed. A banjo player! Ha, good, isn't it? 


They began. | couldn't believe it! What a rampage! | almost lost my pants! They were really good! | didn't expect 
it, really. Vocalist could do better, but it wasn't that important when we heard her playing. 


She wasn't showing off. She just stood there doing her job, just like Joe Perry. Like embedded in the floor. But 


HOW she was doing that! Joe, my dearest friend, my brother, was looking at the stage entranced, sipping his 


drink without a word. 
"Doesn't she remind you someone?" Finally asked me Joe after a loooong while. 


| look and look again and again and couldn't get what he meant, but he shook his head thinking hard. | could 


almost heard a moan of his fried brain 
Suddenly, it happened! They began to play ‘Train Kept a Rollin. 


Little miss livened up and even began to perform some dance-like moves. | wanted to jump up on stage and 
sing it with them. They played it as if it was for us, as | felt, but Joe stopped me. Suddenly, he squeezed my 


hand like a vise. 

"| know! Don't you think she looks like Page? " Asked me my revved up buddy. 

"What Page?" | didn't get it. 

"The fucking Jimmy Page!" He shouted in my ear, because the band meanwhile seriously rocked 


| looked closely at the girl. Well, actually, | saw some resemblance. Damn, she was even moving in a similar way. 
However, she was much prettier than Jimmy, even if some of my girl friends would disagree with me. Oh, and 
she had the TITS. 


| wasn't quite sure, though. 


When the band had a break, she came over to our table and asked if we were not disappointed. Well, sure, that 
we weren't 

| tried to talk to her, but Joe suddenly ceased to be so damn shy and taciturn. He was talking and talking.. 
When it came to the topic of the strings, | zoned out. 


When they started to play again, Joe was already in love. 
And he even didn't asked her if she had anything in common with Jimmy Page or not. Can you believe it? 


We invited them at the small party that right, after their performance. The guys quickly became relaxed, but 
she remained a bit distanced. Just like a freon from Joe Perry's veins was poured into hers. Joe didn't leave 


her for a minute, | just couldn't recognize my friend! Apparently they had a great time together. 


| wouldn't be myself if | didn't try to approach her again. | began to flatter her, telling her that she looks so 
sweet and tasty, and it would be nice to nibble her a bit. And do you know what she told me? 
She eyed me up and down and said: "No, Steven, you won't lick my pussy. But maybe he will.. " and nodded 


toward Joe. 


Well, | sat there speechless! Was | so easy to predict or she already heard about me? And that son of a bitch, 
my dear friend, Joe-fucking-Perry, was sitting there in the corner and smiled crookedly. 


And she was only nineteen. NINETEEN! | couldn't believe it when | later found out about it. 


A week later, in New York, Joe and his band stayed in a hotel. They had a concert in three days, so they were 


supposed to do some rehearsals. 


| came to visit them, or in search of coke. | had a huge problem with it then Late in the evening | stormed to 


my friend's room but it seemed like he wasn't there. But the doors were left open 


| stepped in quietly, because he could sleep or something, or | might catch a thief trying to rob my friend - 
that's what | thought, but instead of that | caught Mr. Stoneface pleasuring Miss Banjoplayer (temporarily 
without a banjo) with his tongue. 


They were both naked and so attractive that | decided to take part in this happening. | undressed myself, and 
moved to them. Joe looked at me menacingly, but didn't say anything, completely stoned. 


I'm touching her silky body and she just purrs. Her eyes closed, her mouth as if swollen, probably little earlier 
she was pleasuring Joe, now so surprisingly suitable for my mouth. 

| tasted them carefully, she didn't protest. She barely opened her eyes, and | found out she was tripping too. 
As if she was in completely different dimension! Her eyes were so incredibly green.. 

Joe, meanwhile, probably did quite good, because the bird was singing still louder and louder. | felt like an 


intruder, but | didn't want to leave, while already undressed. 

| was taking care of her from the behind. Until | just stroked and kissed her, everything was fine. Her butt and 
breasts were first-class. 

But as soon as | was trying to push my finger moistened with saliva into her small, tight ass, she as if 


suddenly woke up from the lethargy. 


She turned to me looking angrily - in the meantime, Joe sat her on his cock and let her to ride it - and says 


that the last time when someone tried to do something like that, Robert nearly massacred him. 
| thought to myself ‘wow.. there is some guy, | won't tease’ and | gave up. 


Something more had happened that night, it was really nice. She didn't have much experience, it was obvious. 


Joe and | tuckered her out, she was exhausted. We went to sleep like three puppies, tangled on a single bed. 
In the morning, the girl was a bit shy, but sweet. She kissed Joe and me on the cheek and gathered her things. 
She didn't want anything to eat and only drank a cup of coffee. 


Finally, | recalled what she was talking about at night. So | asked her who was Robert. 


She looked at me a little frightened, not knowing why | was asking. When | reminded her, her face turned red 
and she said that he's a friend of her brother. 


Something rang in my head, so | finally asked her about her surname, what bothered my friend so much. 


So she told us her surname. 


Well .. Robert WAS actually a friend of her brother. From the band. From bloody Led Zeppelin! Her name was 
Patricia Page. 


Damn, | couldn't believe that last night we fucked a litle sister of the Guitar God! Anyway, | could easily live 
with that, but Joe Perry looked and probably felt as if he committed a sacrilege, for which he could be 
sentenced for divest of law to play the guitar and cutting off the dick at the same time. 


He managed to recover from the shock somehow, because later they met for a few times at least. They didn't 
have any common future, but | am sure that they had a good time together. Joe was a little scared, at least 
she was only nineteen, while he was already thirty, so he let her go. 

Or maybe she let him go, who knows? l'm sure that Joe won't tell the truth on this subject even on his 
deathbed. 

She wasn't scared though. Through the years rumour had it that she was Robert Plant's long-time lover. 
Which turned out to be true, despite the age gap between them. 


Soon after that short love affair or whatever that was, she began to play in Whitesnake of His Highness David 
Coverdale. But not a long ago, when three of us met at David Letterman show, it was clear that there is stil 
some kind of chemistry between them, although they both are very happy in marriages. 


As for Robert who almost massacred some guy in defence of his future wife, | learned the details sometime 


later, quite by accident. 


It was when she was fifteen years old, after one of many Led Zepp concerts. Some pervert attacked her and 


was trying to force her in some dark corner to do something for what she had no desire. 


The guy had no luck, because she was fighting fiercely and whats more - by accident, not listening to bustle 
in a hedgerow, but prosaically smoking a joint, there was Robert Fucking Plant strolling around under the sky 
full of stars. 


And we must remember that this is a guy who is b'l" tall, with broad shoulders and big hands which cannot be 
ignored. He was pretty limber and was running really fast, because he used to play football. 


And every night he was tossing the bloody mic stand, which also had some weight. | know something about it, 


dammit. 


So, he jumped at that guy, and gave him a healthy punch for the beginning. And one more when he realized 
who was his victim. The girl had a torn skirt, scratched thighs, blood on the face and eyes filled with tears, 
which gave Percy a reason to the further blows. The man tried to defend himself, but he had no chance with 
furious Plant. It was the only time I've ever heard about Robert Plant being violent. Somehow there was also 
Peter Grant, he might heard Patti's screams. It took him only seconds to realize what was happening. He gave 
Plant one more minute and then he just grabbed him, lifted him like a child and put down a meter away. That 
pervert guy managed to run away. He was one of the local tech crew, not from Zepp crew. They would never 
do such a thing. He was stoned, but that, of course, didn't justify this what he wanted to do. No one ever saw 


him again. 


l'm sure that Jimmy Page threw some ugly curse on him. 


